JOURNAL   OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFF.
At 11 o'clock, I lay down in  order to escape the sight of the  olive trees and the red soil, and at i we arrived at the Nice station, to the great delight of my aunt, who was awaiting us, together with Mademoiselle Colignon, Sapogenikoff,'etc. 11 Do you know," I called to them, before the doors were opened, "I am veiy sorry to  come back here, but 1 could not do otherwise?"
And then I kissed them all around.
The house is charmingly furnished; my room is exquisite, all upholstered in light-blue satin. When I opened the door of the balcony and looked out on our very pretty garden, the Promenade, and the, sea, I could not help saying aloud:
"It can not be denied but that there is nothing so splendidly simple and so adorably poetic as Nice."                _
Thursday, May 4/A.-The real season for Nice is the month of May.    It is beautiful enough to turn one's head.   I wandered out into the garden in the light of the still young moon and listened to the chirp of the crickets and the murmur of the waves breaking softly on the sands.
Naples is enormously praised; as for me I am sorry, but I
prefer Nice.    Here the sea freely bathes the shore   while in
he other  place, it  is hemmed in  by a stupid wall with a
balustrade, and even that wretched shore is  obstructed by
rn,    As for me, I shall do nothing hi! God, he did not know what he was saying!    I
him appear forgetful and indifferent.eep and  I   had   frightful nightmare dreams.y family."
